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One 


Shadow Eaters 


They tended to fall into two categories, when it came to jobs; bartenders, or musicians. (Sometimes both, of 


course, because the two trades were not mutually exclusive.) 


They both involved minimum exposure to sunlight, and ensured that you were often around a lot of people 
whose memory would be a bit hazy in the morning even without supernatural interference. Not to mention 
that the traditional prey of the vampire - scantily clad young women - were often in abundance, post gig, 
dizzy with the thrill of being around their chosen rock stars. Many was the groupie who'd woken up in the 


morning with a terrible hangover and a sore neck, and no memory of how she'd got either. 


The modern vampire was a very different creature to his Victorian counterpart, of course; over the centuries 
they had discovered that their condition was not as limiting as they had once believed, and most of them could 
pass quite easily for human, once they'd got the hang of it. Advances in sunscreen technology had been a huge 


boost for the vampiric community, and as long as you were careful? 


Well. You could do as you damn well pleased for as long as you liked - then drop out of sight for a decade or 
so, and pop back up with a new name, and a new hairstyle, a subtle alteration in the features and boom, 
nobody knew it was you. 
Perfect. 

~ Ko 


"So what are we doing in Hamburg, again?" 


Tobi grinned at his friend. "Kai asked if we would come over - he's doing a slot with this band and he wanted 


to see if we could get involved, might be able to use it for Avantasia--" 

In other words, thought Jens gloomily, Kai wanted to get his end away and thought of Tobi. Who was so totally 
oblivious when it came to Kai that he'd dragged him along because the cover story sounded plausible. Unless 
you knew Kai, then it was perfectly clear just what the story was and, indeed, how it would end. Which would 
be with he, Jens, kicking his heels outside a hotel room somewhere waiting for the screaming and banging 
noises to stop so that they could go home. 

"You have a very bleak expression on your face, my friend," chuckled a voice from behind Jens’ shoulder. "And 
| suspect that it has something to do with that,” and now a beer bottle waved in the direction of Kai and Tobi, 
animated and chatty over in the other corner of the bar, "scenario over there, am | right?" 

Jens turned, looked down into the sly smile pointed at him and sighed. 

"You must see this a lot," he replied 

Fairly often. You want to go somewhere else?" 

It took Jens about half a second to make his mind up to follow Dirk out of the club. The decision was hastened 
somewhat by the cheerful grin Kai shot him before sliding his arm around Tobi's waist, and hauling him off 
into the crowd. Fuck it, whatever Dirk had in mind had to be better than just hanging around waiting for Tobi 
to finish.. whatever Tobi was going to be doing. 

He knew what Tobi was going to be doing. 


"Let's go," he said, and Dirk clapped him on the shoulder with a laugh. 


"Follow me," and his expression seemed, for a moment, to be almost as lascivious as that of his friend, "there's 
P 


somewhere | think you'll enjoy.” 


ww how 


The streets were damp and grimy, the air heavy with the weight of exhaust fumes and garbage, tired 
streetlights and the rumble of heavy traffic. The bright lights and neon of the main streets were far behind 
them, and Jens felt a worm of unease begin to squirm beneath his ribs; a big black car ground past them, and 


he coughed in the fumes left in its wake. 
"You sure about this?" 
"Yeah. Come on, it's just round the corner. You'll love it" 


Long fingers patted the sleeve of his jacket, and with a sigh Jens followed Dirk down another alley, even 


narrower and darker than the last one. 
F | get lost down here, HI never get out. 


This place that he would, apparently, love turned out to be a red-lit doorway, elegantly arched over the 
cracked scarlet paint of a heavily carved, ancient looking door. Chinese style lanterns hung to either side, and 
green and gold tracery writhed up the support and across the lintel; it had a sort of faded grandeur about it, 
and a lingering sense of disquiet. Why would such an elaborate doorway be lurking down such a narrow, grubby 
little alley? And what was a sensible metalhead like him doing here? 


Dirk took his hand, squeezed his fingers in a gesture that was, no doubt, intended to be reassuring and was in 
fact anything but. His hand felt cold, the skin on those talented fingers clammy as hell and Jens wanted to run 


away- = 


Dirk knocked, and a little hatch opened in the door. Nothing was said, and the two men waited for no more than 
a few seconds before the sound of bolts being pulled back made Jens want to run for his life in the worst 
way. Dirk had been recognised, that much was obvious, but whatever was going on here had rattled the 
younger man to his bones despite the fact that nothing bad had actually happened yet, nevertheless, he had 
the strongest feeling that he really ought to bolt. 


Too late, because Dirk had already begun to move across the threshold, and Jens was drawn implacably along 


in his wake. 


ww how 


Inside was dark, the sort of noisy dark you got in a sex club, or a crack house (so he imagined); uplighters dim 
glow lined the corridor, and the thick carpet muffled the sounds of their feet as they walked. Music could be 
heard faintly in the distance, some sort of jazz being played behind closed doors; voices dopplered in and out of 


hearing, laughter and low conversation - and once, a shriek cut short. 


"Don't worry about it," said Dirk, and Jens realised that he was really afraid now. Where the hell were they? 


The smaller man pushed him through a thick velvet curtain, and they had arrived. 


vw how 


Actually, now that they were here Jens began to calm down a bit. What had he been so scared of? It was just 
a club; he wasn't a huge fan of jazz, but the girl on stage singing softly into a microphone was wrapped in a 
sequined gold dress and had a wonderful, smooth voice that brought a smile to his lips. Perhaps Dirk was 
going to try and seduce him? Wouldn't be the first time someone had tried, and who knew? If he got drunk 


enough he might even give in 


Jens was never one to refuse a new experience, and just because he'd never heard so much as a breath of 


intrigue about the other man didn't mean that he didn't have hidden depths. 


The woman on stage finished her song, and dipped a graceful little curtsey to the crowd. Dirk waved a finger 
at a waiter, and within seconds two drinks were delivered to the table; cloudy and faintly green, with salt - 
sugar? - powdered along the top of the elegant glasses, they smelt something like rum, and something like lime, 


and a little bit like hot metal. Jens picked his up, turned it around in his fingers, sniffed it, took a sip. Dirk, who 
had taken a long draught of his own, watched him with a smile. 


Jens' eyebrows went up. "That's good. What is it?" 


"No idea. House speciality. | suspect there's absinthe in it, but it would be," and he broke off for a shrug, a 


wise little smile, "rude to ask, | suspect. You like it?" 
Jens took a bigger drink. "Sure. | thought it would be sweet--" 


Movement on the stage caught his eye, and he heard his companion laugh under his breath. "Ah, the floor 
show has started! You might like this." 


Odd thing to say, but Jens mentally shook off the strangeness of the statement and focused on the stage. It 
was a magician, classically attired in a long black cape, red lined silk, top hat, all that jazz. It looked very 
conventional - even a little dull - and he carried on with his weird green drink while the saturnine fellow on 
stage did amazing things with playing cards and metal rings and handkerchiefs. His assistant was pretty, 
although she seemed to have a rather wide mouth; he thought nothing of this until the magician produced a 
series of pretty white doves, which she delicately caught from out of the air, and then ate whole. 


Jens sat up. "What? Did she just--?" 
"Watch." 
It got stranger. The magician bowed off stage with a great sweep of his cape, and his assistant wiped a few 


feathers from the corner of her mouth. Next up was a kind of burlesque act, involving a busty lady with a 
pair of large ostrich feather fans; standard enough fare, but the skin revealed in tantalising glimpses appeared 


to be scaled. And green. A little spiky. 


Another of the green drinks was deposited in front of him, and he was halfway down it before he thought to 
wonder just how many of them he'd had. And Dirk had mentioned absinthe, hadn't he? And wasn't that 
supposed to give you hallucinations? Perhaps that explained why the woman on stage now appeared more 
reptilian than human behind the fans, yellow eyes with black slit pupils and a long forked tongue. Jens turned to 
Dirk, licked his lips. 


"What's going on?" 


Dirk reached across the table, patted his hand in an almost paternal fashion. "You're seeing behind the curtain. 
All the things people tell stories about?" he waved at the stage, where the reptile lady was bowing off to 
gentle applause, "All true." 


He slumped back against the padded back of the booth, closed his eyes; the stage now displayed a frantic 
writhe of a dance, which became a striptease, which became - once the dancers were naked - a werewolf and 
a skinny white girl demonstrating that interracial liaisons were nothing compared to interspecies ones. He'd 


heard about shows like this, but they usually didn't involve people actually fuming into animals. 
He felt sick. 


Dirk was beside him, stroking long cool fingers against his forehead. "It all comes as a bit of a shock the first 
time," he murmured, and was that breath on the side of his neck? Felt rather like it. "But once you get used 


to it, its beautiful. Don't you want to be part of it, Jens?" 


Something was happening to him. It wasn't painful, not yet, but there was a burn in his veins and his thoughts 
moved slow, sluggish, like there was a fog in his mind. The werewolf on stage mounted the skinny white girl, 

and sank its fangs into her shoulder while she screamed, in pain or pleasure he couldn't tell. Didn't care really, 
beyond the fact that she was about to bleed to death in public. Someone should do something. Dirk nuzzled his 


neck. 

"Do you want to be part of this, Jens?" 

He shook his head no, slow scrape against the back of the scarlet padding. 

"Really? Because the alternative," and he licked a cool stripe along Jens’ neck, shoulder to jawline, "is to be 
found in the river, with a blood alcohol level of something ridiculous. Oh dear, what a pity, never mind. Another 


rockstar lost to excess. And he was such a nice boy." 


Tears began to leak from his eyes, began their slow slip down his face, his neck, his shoulders and away to be 


lost in the sweat of his shirt. 


"Last chance. Do you want to live?" 


The other patrons had begun to gather in front of the stage, facing their booth, advancing step by cautious 
step, eyes bright and hot while they watched Dirk stroke long fingers across Jens’ chest, nuzzle at his neck 
and whisper about this new life into his skin 


lm going to die. 

"You don't have to. You can choose to live." 
| should have stayed with Tobi 

"Perhaps. Yes? Or no?" 


His voice was weak. "Live," he said, and he felt Dirk smile against his neck - and then there was pain. He 
writhed, cried out; Dirk moaned into his flesh, and the other patrons surged forward with an eager sigh. More 
pain, and he could hear the teeth tearing his skin - the draw was agony, but even as he felt horror at the 
soak of hot blood across his chest he felt something else, whether part of the effects of the drink or the 
terrible rupture of the bite he didn't know. Heat began to radiate out from the teeth that cleaved and 
searched, lines of fire that scorched across his chest, down to his belly, wrapped around his suddenly hard 


cock. The crowd sighed, and Dirk gasped into the bubble of blood to the surface. 


Long fingers tore at his jeans, and he sobbed aloud when the agony in his neck was joined with a burst of heat, 
of desire when that blood-wet grasp rubbed his skin, closed around the pulse of his life. He felt the moan into 
the wound reverberate into his chest, and everything went tight, he reached up, grabbed the back of Dirk's 
head and pulled his face into his throat even as he bucked up into the frantic jerking at his groin 


The werewolf screamed on stage, finished his depraved act and collapsed in a welter of blood and dark fur atop 
the slumped body of his partner. Dark figures swarmed the stage to drag the performers away, the crowd 
called encouragement to Dirk in his endeavours, and Jens came with a shriek that snapped his spine into a bow, 
twisted his limbs and flooded what was left of his mind with pleasure so sharp he couldn't assimilate it, and 
everything went black 


vw how 


Consciousness returned like a drift of feathers, a brush so light it almost wasn't there, then another, one 


more-— 


Jens opened his eyes. He lay naked on top of a mattress, comfortable and warm, a soreness as of well-used 
muscles suffusing every fibre, each and every sinew loose with satiated pleasure. He blinked, and rolled his 
head to the side. Dirk lay next to him, grey eyes warm with affection, on his side with his head propped on his 
hand. Long hair pooled around him, and there was a trace of blood still in the corner of his mouth. 


He was naked too. 


"How do you feel?" 

He stretched, arched his back, pointed his toes and shivered as he relaxed 
"Not bad. What happened in there?" 

Dirk shrugged. "You died. Then you came back Now you're one of us" 

He locked his hands behind his head, hummed a tureless nothing at the ceiling 
"Oh. So lm, what? A creature of the night? A monster?" 

"You could call it that. | can teach you what you need to know’ 


He rolled over, pinned Dirk down with his heavier, broader length. Dirk let it happen, rubbed himself against the 
younger man and kissed him lightly. 


"And if | don't want it?" 


"Bit late for that. You'll live as long as you want to, there's a whole community of us out there - you'll never 


be alone again. Hey, are you guys doing Wacken this year?" 

Jens reared back The sudden mention of something so mundane came as a shock, and for a moment he had no 
idea what Dirk was talking about, then the old bit of his brain (the rational part, supplied a sneering little voice 
in the back of his head) kicked in and gave him the answer. 

"Yeah. Why?" 


"You'd be surprised how many of us will be there. Don't worry, everything will be fine. You're going to love 


being a vampire. Trust me." 


"Trust me, the man says," grumbled Jens, and kissed him. Dirk laughed into his mouth, and proceeded to 


demonstrate some of the advantages his new condition brought to this most basic of desires. 


ae ve 
"Jens! Where the hell have you been?" 
Tobi glared at his friend, arms crossed, brow crumpled with irritation Jens slid the sunglasses down his nose, 


shot back a tired grin. Dirk had dropped him off back at Kai's house, where - surprise surprise - Kai and Tobi 
had been holed up while he was getting used to his new.. condition 


"Busy. I've been.. busy. You have a good time with Kai?" 


"Yeah, we went on to this bar and there was this amazing band-- hang on, don't change the subject. It's been 


two fucking days! | was worried, you asshole." 

"You were fucking. Different thing.” 

Tobi rocked back on his heels. "Well, yeah--" 

"Just get in the car. You can drive." 

Tobi ducked his head, tried to get a better look into his friends eyes. "Hey man, are you OK? Your neck--" 


Jens batted his hand away. "Get in the car. | hung out with Dirk for a bit, we did some stuff, thats all. Now 


can we please go home?" 
Tobi slung their bags in the boot and climbed behind the wheel, muttering all the way. They struck out for 
home, Jens allowing his eyes to drift shut; Dirk had warned him that he'd be sleepy during the day for the 


first few weeks while he adjusted, but that was hardly a problem - he'd never been a morring person anyway. 


He let the chatter roll across him, managed to grunt in enough places to keep Tobi happy, and let a smile 


twitch across his lips. 

Who knew what wonders could lurk in the shadows? 

Perhaps Tobi would like it too. He'd have to ask. He knew this great club-- 
Jens fell asleep. 


poe Fin we 


